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small mysterious black object that puzzled us a great deal. It
seemed to be about three miles away, but, except that we did not
believe it was part o£ Little America, we could not think what it
could possibly be.
After our evening pemmican that day, we computed our distances
and times and discovered that the Polar Star's average ground speed
from Dundee Island to the Ross Sea had been only 102 m.p.h. This
was a little different from the 155 m.p.h. we had expected to main-
tain, having even thought that we might have to throttle down
to keep on such a slow schedule.
Since in her test flights at home the Polar Star had shown that
she was one of the fastest heavy aeroplanes yet built, I have never
found any satisfactory explanation of her slow flight across Ant-
arctica. It may be that the air drag of the skis was unexpectedly
strong. The crumpled fuselage may have had something to
do with it. The fact remains, however, that she averaged but
102 m.p.h.
The black object in the north-east so excited our curiosity that
next morning—December 6—we decided to hike over to it and find
out what it was, hoping it might give us a clue to the location of
Little America. Distances on the ice, we were to discover, were
deceptive. The three miles stretched into nearly six before we saw
that it was an empty five-gallon petrol tin stuck up on a pole to
serve as a beacon. We drew close enough to it to read the words
stencilled on the tin—"Byrd Antarctic Expedition." But between us
and the beacon intervened a great crevasse in the ice, so we turned
back. Nevertheless, the beacon gave us the assurance that we were
near Little America.
A ten- or twelve-mile march on snow-shoes over the ice was
enough for one day, so we decided to stay another night at this
place before starting out on our hunt. Perhaps two nights, for we
had to unload and assemble our sledge. It was much warmer here
than up on the high plateau—the thermometer always at freezing
or a little above. The surface snow was soggy at noon. My "lost"
foot began to recover sensation.
Next morning, the seventh of December, as we were getting the
sledge members out of the Polar Star, Hollick-Kenyon climbed
up on the wing and, standing there and studying the horizon, made

